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This was Mohammed.

" I am still having lessons, sir/' he said.

Letters are coming to the desert.

Glubb made notes slowly in his own note-book,
writing laboriously in a round English hand. Then he
wrote in Arabic in the Visiting Officers' Book, and his
pen moved quickly.

As he sat at his desk writing, I examined him covertly
and decided that his personality was difficult to define.
Even his appearance was hard to describe. He was
wearing the horn-rimmed spectacles he used for read-
ing, and with his grey hair and moustache, he looked
like a schoolmaster correcting his pupils' work. But
then one caught a glimpse of the arresting blue eyes
beneath thick bushy grey brows, and wondered at the
quizzical expression on his face. It was an amused
expression, and above all it was kindly. One felt
that if one tripped up he would have a good laugh,
but would not hesitate to take one to his home to
recover.

His fingers were blunt and capable, and his hands
were sensitive. His trim, compact figure and his bear-
ing told that he was a soldier, five rows of medals
showed his competence.

At that moment in my thoughts he rose and walked
outside the fortress, where the camel saddles with their
gaily coloured trappings were laid out for inspection.

"You would think," he said, ''that camels were
easy to equip. But in fact they have more spare parts
than a tank."

Late in the afternoon, as we drove through the rocky
gorges and red sandstone plains towards Rumm, he